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wine with him* and to drink to the success of our voyage
to Bombay. Filled glasses of champagne were rapidly
passed round and, rising, the Captain and passengers
pledged success to the ship, the voyage and, above all,
the health of their wealthy and very genial fellow
traveller, His Highness the Maharaja of Ghanapur.
By the time lunch was over, tie Sbab Jahan was far
down the Suez Canal and Olga was delighted with the
novelty. "What's that funny-looking place?" she
inquired of a man at her side, as the pavilion at Ismailia
came into sight.
" I'm afraid that I too am making my first trip through
the Canal and, like you, don't know, but my friend here,
an old traveller, will tell us. Krishnamurti," the speaker
turned to an extravagantly dressed Indian, in flashy
European clothes, " this young lady wants to know what
that building is."
The Indian gave the necessary information. "Mr*
Durrant," he said," is really a flatterer when he says I'm
an old traveller. If His Highness of Ghanapur, with
whom I'm returning to India, had fulfilled his plan of
revisiting England where he was educated, I should have
seen Europe, at least in part* This, however, is only my
second trip through the Canal, and I've merely been as
far north as Port Said.
" Why, Mrs All Beg," cried two young officers coming
to a halt," we've been waiting for ages in the music room
which you've deserted. Your playing's worth much
more than this silly old canal."
"Oh, I couldn't pky now, really/' Olga pleaded.
"All this is awfully interesting to me and, besides,
there are lots of shipping agents, and touts and salesmen
on board* They'd make a very unsympathetic audience.
I know the sort," she said laughingly, as she thought of
some of the patrons of the Tannenkop inn.
When the officers had resumed their walk, the man,
whom she had first addressed, lifted his hat. " Have I